EFFECTS  OF  WHISKY. 

Whisky  maks  tis  sometimes  foolish^ 
Wliisky  maks  our  pockets  light. 
Whisky  maks  us  aften  mulish, 
V/hisky  gars  us  aften  fight. 

Whi^iky  sometiines  cures  the  head-adiCy 
Whisky  aften  cure>^  the  gripes 
Whisky  aye  can  cure  the  tooth-^ach^, 
\rhisky*s  gude  when  ta'eu  wi'  swipes. 

Whisky  maks  u^s  scant  o*  money, 
Whisky  maks  an  empty  house, 
Whisky  maks  us  raair  than  funny. 
Whisky  gars  us  a*  crack  crouse. 

Whisky's  gude  for  a'  complainiH'^, 
Whisky  cures  when  doctors  fail, 
Whisk;*  cheers  a  wintei's  evening, 
^  Whisky  quicken's  head  and  tail. 

Whisky  still  brings  on  distempers. 
Whisky  kills,  but  caniKi  cure, 
\Vhic4;y  changes  a' our  tempers, 
Whisky  maks  few  rich,  but  many  poor. 
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Whisky  gars  slow  tongues  gang  quicker, 
Whisky  turn  the  quick  to  slow, 
Whisky  is  a  potent  1  quor, 
Whisky  answei's  yes  or  no. 

Whisky  secrets  ne'er  can  keep, 
Whisky  aften  tells  the  truth, 
Whisky  is  ii  friend  o' sleep, 
Whisky  xnaks  a  grey  haired  youth. 

Whisky  worketh  every  evil, 
Whisky  iriaks  my  conscience  pine,  ■ 
Whisky  it  can  dare  tha  devil, 
Whisky  is  the  prince  of  crime. 

Whisky's  praise  could  ne'er  be  ended, 
Whisky's  vv\ars  are  sa^l  and  lang, 
Whiwsky  still  iswe'el  befriended, 
Whisky  finishes  this  saiig.' 


THE  BFAUTY  OF  THE 
VALLEY  BELOW- 

Ye  Muses  divine,  your  theme  fvwj  refine 
%  characterize  a  beaiitifuil  maid 
Wfco«e  bright  celestial  charms 
fy  senses  1ms  alarmei 
iBy  ber  angelic?  form  I'm  subtlwed 


tVir  Helen  or  Venus  with  iier  cannot  vie 

Sbe  appeared  like  an  angel  unto  my  eye 
1  gubmissively  approached  ber 

On  my  word  you  may  rely 
1  espied  her  in  yon  valley  below 

In  amazement  I  gazed  on  th^t  bright  celest- 
ial creature 

With  my  blood  tru-mbling  in  every  vein 
Like  Cupid  alarmed  my  passion  aijsailed 

I  exclaimed  in  a  tottering  pain 
Saying  yon  bright  celestial  charms 

Your  aid  I  implorevto  extricate  my  misery 
My  liberty  restore 

I  a^Ti  deeply  bewailing  come  aid  therefGre 
For  the  beauty  of  the  valley  below 
Dame  r^ature  has  studied  to  form  each  featui^e 
She's  an  ornamc^ut  of  thacreatioji  I'm  sure 

Her  majestic  department  and  angler  statre 
Are  the  source^5  of  those  tortures  lendure 
lii.  excruciating  torturee  Tm  sorely  oppressed 
And  by  nocturnal  phantoms 'm  1  deprived  of 
my  rest 

Fm  involved  in  misery  and  sorlely  <&ppres8d. 
ForJ^Ue  beauty  of  the  valley  below  ^  , 

The  goih  from  Olimpua  view'd  her  with 


meration 

As  she  graeefully  moved  along 
Atteud  by  that  godess  whom  they  call  Venus 

Or  the  nyiiiphsthat  around  l^er  does  throrig 
Still  viewed  herewith  admiratio*^ 
.  That  sweet  iiymph  divine 
It  is  on  her  that  those  graces 

Does  perpetually  shine  ' 
She  is  altogether  lovoly 

Oh!  if  she  vTas  mine 
She's  the  beauty  of  the  valli^y  below 

Her  hairi'^L  golded  traces. 
On,  her  shoulders  doth  adorn 

And  her  cheeks  are  of  vermfllion  dye 
Her  eyes  shimte  with  lustre 

My  seiiaes"  has  alar'aied  ^ 
Indian  pearl  with  her  teeth  cannot  vie 

Pandora  waom  the  Gods 
With  such  graces  has  endowed 

Was  ne\%r  so  resplendent  as  by  angels 
Or  the  train  of  caDtiv^  lovers  ' 

That  daily  does  surround  the  beauty  ,cf  ;th@ 
valley  belo^v 
Waa  I  richtr  tb^H-gr^at  ^^l^^ander 

Or  .a  TuIeF  of  thciefr'^;^:.  .ar  bail 
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That  seraphic  fail        I  freely  wowld  give 
For  she  toUliy  proves  my  downfall 

In. deep  reverbration  I'll  range  the  world  o'er 
Kamely  from  the  pole  tothe  Altlantic 

Still  void  of  consolation  now  &  for  ever 
For  tke  beauty  of  the  valley  below. 


LARRY  O^GAFF. 
Near  a  bog  in  sweet  Ireland  I'm  told  sure  that 

born  I  was;  ^ 
Well  I  remember  a  fine  muddy  morji^  It  v/a3; 
My  father,  poor  man,  would  cry   What  a  green 

korn  I  was  !  [laugh 
Threemonths  I'm  married — O  dear,  how  they'll 
Says  he  to  my  mother, — * 'Troth,  Judy  I'll  leave 
you  joy  !"  ^    [my  boy^ 

Says  Judy  to  him  —  ^*  Geh,  the  devil  may  care, 
St.  Patrick  ,  "  says  he ,  "  but  I'll  leave  you 

both,  here  to  cry 
What  vyill  we  do  for  our  Mr.  O'Qrnff? 
With  my  di^^^'^o  whack,  ofl[*I  am, 
Noae  of  your  blarney,  ma'am. 
Keep  y©ur  brat,  to  him  chat 
AH  the  day,  so  you  may  ;  ^Larry, 
"By  the  powers  I/vyan't  tarry l"--r-So  he  left  little 
And  I  never  saw  more  of  my  daildy  O'GalE 
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0  theii  I  grew  up,  and  a  sweet  Ic^oking  cliicklwas 
I  Always  the  devil  for  twirltng  the  stick  I  was  j 

But  souiehow  or  other  my  nums^MiU  so  thick  it  vyas 
Go  where  I  would  every  creature  would  latigh. 

1  rambled  to  Englaiwl,  \shere  I  met  with  a  squad 
of  bovs, 


'         Crymg  dideroo  whack,  in  and  otit. 

Ladder  crack,  break  >our  back, 
j        Head  tnrning  round  about, 

ladder  crack,  break  your  back, 
Tumble  down,  crack  yovr  crown  ! 
My  dear  master  Larry,  this  bod  that  vou  carry 
Disgraces  the  shoulders  of  Mi.  O'Gaff. 

•  Xbea  I  got  a  master,  and  dressed  like  a  fop  L  wa», 
mtxn  ne  v  and  span  new  from  bottom  to  top  I  wasj 
'  |3ut  the  ould  fellow  popt  in  as  takiu^^  a  drop  I  was 
Jays  he  *^Mr.  Larry,  yon  bog  trotting  calf, 
iet  out  of  my  house,  or  I'll  lay  ^u:*  about  your 
1      back  [smack  ^ 

rhe  twig  in  his  fi^t  like  the  mast  t>f  a  hcrrkig- 
l)v(ir  my  napper  he  soon  made  the  swiioh  to  crack, 
I     So  he  turned  off  Mr.  Lawrerrv  ©'Guff, 
'Ic        Singing  **dider<3)0  whack,  kv;bbub-bow. 


Drams  besting  rowdy-dow. 
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Qd's  my  life,  piay  the  fife, 
Patrick's  day,  lire  away  ! 
In  the  army  so  friiiky,  IMl  tlpyk*  their  whisky,; 
mih  a,  whstck  for  aid  Ireland/'^ays  Larry  O'UaB 
TKen  they  made  me  a  soldier,— but  O,  how  gen- 
teel I  was  i 

Scarlet  and  tape  from  the  head  to  the  heel  I  was, 
*'Eut  Larry,''  say$  1,  when  brought  into  th«  field 
I  was, 

*Larry,  you  dout  like  this  fighting  by  half! 
But  we  fought  like  the  devil,  as  Irishmen  ought, 
Neat*}y  we  beat  Mr.  Boneyat  Waterloo}  [tod^, 
Now  the  war's  over  and  peace  v^e  have  got  for  y^w 
Welcome  to  Ireland  sweist  Larry  O' Gaff ! 
With  ray  dideroo  whack,  saved  my  neck. 
Round  and  s(mnd  free  from  wound,  A 
Vv^ith  a  wife  spend  my  life, 
Spurt  and  play,  night  and  day  !  [Kearneys, 
ATrah  Boue  of  your  blarnoy,  for  tho  breed  of  the 
Would  die  for  old  jreland,  with  Larr^  0'€ra£ 


FINIS. 


